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The whole country is broken up like an angry sea almost
into great billows of rock and sand. To come to Baza
at nightfall, from the sadness and brutality of that desert,
is to experience one of the most exquisite joys known to
the traveller. For though the view is of an unspeakable
wretchedness, to have found any city in that desolate place
is like coming home. All day, for my comfort, I reminded
myself continually how near I was to Madrid ; and, at last,
to convince myself of safety, of the nearness of that civili-
sation I sdemed to have lost so completely, to relieve
myself of the immense loneliness that seemed to have
imprisoned me, in spite of the horrible jolting of the
diligence, the terrible heat of the sun, the suffocating dust
of the way, with agony and delight I made out a time-table,
to prove to myself how soon I could be in Madrid!
Even the tourist, I suppose, knows those bad moments
that the traveller experiences, not so frequently after all,
in .which he would give all he possesses to be for a single
night in his own bed, to spend but one evening with those
he loves, to feel, if only for a moment, the pressure of a
beloved hand. In the immense loneliness that surrounds
us always, only the familiarity of the scenes around us,
the love we have been able to save, entice us to forget
that each soul, 'as a solitary prisoner/ keeps its own
dream of a world; that we are always far away and alone,
But in strange cities, or by some river under the trees or
at the saddest part of a road, how often on a far journey
are we compelled to look into our own hearts, as it were, to
realise that we are utterly alone, to understand that we
are but a solitary and forgotten soldier in any army that
is passing, and that for us, after all, there is no abid-
ing city. In such moments it is easy to understand how
little we mean by the brotherhood of man. And yet,
indeed, how absurd it is to permit the remembrance of
death to persuade us that we should rightly fear to die